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incidentally
the first issue of EXPONENT is always the hardest to compile. It takes a little while to
gather a necessary amount of manuscripts to put them together into the finished magazine.
However, we do realize you have been patiently waiting, we now offer to you our first of
the year.
This issue, we feel, is crammed with all sorts of little goodies. Let’s run briefly through
the contents. There is The Boxer’s Rebellion by JOHN NAGLE, a brief Hemingwayesque
picture of the fight world. Of a more leisurely pace is VICTOR DeGHETT’S North to the
Hunt. And of course we couldn’‘t stay on the strictly serious themes and so, stitched with

laughter, we filed NATE BUCKNELL’S The Great Machine in the folder marked “for publication.”
UD sprouts a surprising crop of budding poets. And from a deluge of poetic manuscripts
we chose theme mirroring sadness, DON O’TOOLE’S Epilogue; dynamic action, BONNIE

SCHUMAN’S Fire Horse; joy, SISTER MICHAEL MARIE’S Resurrexi; and vivid description,
KATHRYN HOMAN’‘S Scenes.
In somewhat of a class by itself, though you will find it listed with the poetry, is CINDY
PEAKE’S Poetry in Motion or Never Trust Jack Douglas. We can’t quite figure out what it
is, but, as evidenced by the title we assigned it (Miss Peake left it untitled—poor girl), it
definitely reminds us of the talented, if erratic, writer for Jack Paar. One is inclined to laugh

at this piece when first it is read. Read it a second time, please, you will anyhow, and find
out what was said. There is much said and of good value.
Before we leave the subject of what little Exponents are made of, let us kindly offer our

contributions. Feature Article for this issue is entitled To Tape or Not To Tape. This well prepared piece on the intricacies of stereo versus high fidelity, tape versus records, was prepared by our very talented Art Director, DAN SPILLANE, with the assistance of the Rike
Kumler Company, Magnavox and others. Anita Amato has written a touching little poem
on the month of October and Jim crosses mythology with westerns and comes up with Ride
a White Horse.
Before we close out this little introductory note we would like to clear up something that
must be confusing some readers by now. There are two editors. How then can we submit
one editorial letter? Do we confer on what is to be said and then one of us write it or does
one write and both sign? To be perfectly truthful, neither answer is correct. Actually what
we do is take all the old manuscripts we can find in the files and clip them apart, then we
paste them on a page and call it Incidentally. Clever people these Occidentals. However,
this does not always have the best results. Oh well, that’s show biz, which doesn’t have a

thing to do with anything. Nuf’ said . . . here then is Exponent, Fall, 1961.

Anita Amato

Jim Cain
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BOOKS

The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich

It Always Rains In Rome

William L. Shirer

John F. Leeming

Simon and Schuster, New York, 1960.

Farrar, Strauss and Cudahy, New York, 1961

1245 pages

192 pages

A distinguished foreign correspondent for thirtysix years, William L. Shirer is also recognized as an

historian of the contemporary world. He reported
much of the Nazi rise to power from Berlin for Universal News Service and for CBS; also, as a war corre-

spondent, he covered the Nazi fall. He published his
Berlin Diary in 1941 and has since written two other
books and three novels on European politics.
The research work on this monumental piece of
literature began in 1925 when he was first assigned to

Germany. The actual writing of the book took five and
a half years. As a documentor of history, Shirer almost presents credentials in the writing of this book.
Step by step it covers the history of the Third Reich,
The Thousand Year Reich, from its birth on January
30, 1933, to its demise on May 7, 1945.

The lessons to be drawn from this finely painted
picture of Nazi Germany’s drive for power presents
pictures that are, or should be, of interest to us today.
If nothing else, the fact that we had little or no conception of what was happening inside Germany, should
hit home. The modern parallel of Russia and her attempts to achieve what Germany strove for just a few

Also set in the time of the Third Reich and Germany’s drive for world domination, It Always Rains in
Rome is the exact opposite of Shirer’s Third Reich.
The place is Italy, in the town of Fontana d’Amore.

The townspeople discover that their bridge, dating
back to the fourteenth century, is to be destroyed by the
enemy at one end and the overzealous liberators at the
other. They say that the destruction of the bridge would
cause the river to flood, ruin the soil, and reduce a work

of great beauty to rubble. Into the hilarious revolt of
the townspeople come all of the personalities of the
town: the Fascist mayor, the Communist partisan, the

determined priest, and the euqally stubborn German
and British military. Oh yes, of course there is the inevitable Americano.
The mayor, despised by the people and the Germans alike, seeks a secret parley with the partisans, and
asks them to frustrate the German plans with the help
of the British. The Communist partisan leader is deeply
suspicious of this approach from the turncoat mayor,

are better understood. But, if nothing else, they should

on whom he has long sworn revenge. But what really
mottifies the mayor is that the British are planning to
destroy the bridge themselves . . . and the partisans
are bound to support them.
To confuse things even more, “The American,” a
soldier, appears disguised as a monk. This story of hi-

make us very leery of making the same mistake twice.

larious fiasco, cross purposes, and engaging personal-

short years ago are more familiar to us and probably
better known than the German attempts. At least they

Summing up: Excellent—history that can be read in a

ities is written with much verve.

time shaped by the facts and cases presented—and very

Summing up: Quote—Swnday Times (London) “The

readable.

funniest book about the war I have read.”

THEATRE

Misty

La Dolce Vita

Twentieth Century Fox
Produced by Robert B. Radnitz

Directed by Fredrico Fellini

Produced in Italy

Directed by James B. Clark

Another example of good film work is Misty, a
movie that is poles apart from La Dolce Vita. Misty
tells the story of a young Virginian named Paul (played

by Alan Ladd’s son, David) who visits off-shore Assateague Island, home of a herd of wild ponies. There he
falls in love with a wild mare called Phantom. After
saving his pennies, he and his sister buy both the mare

One of the most powerful movies to be made in
modern times, La Dolce Vita, The Sweet Life, has been

alternately praised and condemned. Illustration of this
praise and condemnation can be found in a cross section of many of our major periodicals, both Catholic
and non-Catholic, published at the time of its American release. The Legion of Decency assigned the movie

when the wild ponies are captured, made to swim to

to a Special Classification, meaning it shouldn’t be seen
without a prior explanation of its content.

the mainland and sold at auction. The mare is fast
enough to defeat the reigning champion at the annual
children’s race, but is allowed to eventually return to

People have hailed this film as a “message movie.”
This is true to the extent that Fellini has painted a
picture with his cameras and actors that can be inter-

the island. Misty stays behind.

preted in different ways by as many different people.
Thus we get reactions ranging from disgust to high
praise. Actually what you see in La Dolce Vita depends

and her colt Misty at the annual Pony Penning Day,

The story is simple and based on fact. It is taken
from a children’s book of the same name that was very
popular about ten years ago. There actually is an Assa-

teague Island and there actually are wild ponies on it,
the result of a shipwreck that is placed in colonial
times.
The telling of the story on film is also simple and
very effective. Young Ladd turns in a very winning
performance that is so because it doesn’t try to be. Di-

rector Clark tells the story with much depth. He lets
his cameras roam almost lovingly over ocean, beaches,
docks, galloping ponies, green lawns and clapboard

houses. He allows the children to be children and the
animals, animals. There is one eleven minute sequence

devoted to the boy sneaking over to the island and being chased into the ocean by an angry stallion.

Summation? Beautiful, touching film work that
raises the question, why not more of the same?
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on how you have been taught or conditioned, on what
you are thinking when you enter the theatre, and on

your state of mind. Basically, your reaction to this
movie is a reflection of your own ideals.
The director has used his cameras with great skill,
creating moods and scenes with much visual impact.
One of the biggest drawbacks of the film is that it has
no real story line or plot. Well, it does and it doesn’t. It

wanders fairly aimlessly along a loose plot concerning
the corruption in modern day Rome and how one man
is affected by it. The picture it paints is anything but
pretty and is in no way condoned or glorified. No excuses are offered. All totaled, it hits home with a pretty

hard blow. While not going as far as some who say
that this is the “only” movie made in recent times, it is

safe to say that this is a highly commendable film, displaying film art at its best.

RECORDS

Miles Davis—Porgy and Bess
Recorded on Columbia, CL 1274
Orchestra under the direction of Gil Evans

Gil Evans, who did the arranging on this album,
said it occurred to him that not only he and Davis were

contributing to the interpretation of the score, but
George Gershwin himself was creating anew as jazz
ideas, always latent in his scores, came to life. Gil said,
“The three of us, it seems to me, collaborated in the
album.”

It would certainly seem, after listening to this album, that he was right. Perhaps the most voiced criticism of modern jazz is that it doesn’t have any melody
or that it takes well known songs and uses them as

blast off points for inane improvision. While some of
this is not true to begin with, Miles Davis—Porgy and

Bess does not follow this pattern. Gil Evans has written

a beautiful orchestra interpretation of the Gershwin
score leaving Miles fairly free to improvise.
The result of this writing produces a real tribute
to the late composer of the now classic folk opera.
Davis’ solos are beautiful, working within the frame
work of the orchestra, twining around them, using
them as an artist uses a canvas in order to paint pic-

tures of incredible color.
Porgy and Bess—a folk opera that has humor,
pathos, the sweetness of the last bit of honey in the
comb, and moments of musical greatness—moves like
a dance. Miles Davis—Porgy and Bess—Miles Davis

and Gil Evans, collaborating to give a superb performance—is Gershwin greatness in a new idiom.

Tchaikovsky Omnibus
Recorded on RCA Victor, Red Seal, LM-6803

“What is there new to say about Peter Ilich Tchaikovsky?” asks a short biography that comes with the

fication of the uncouth Slav” by the finicky Hanslick
of Vienna, distressed with himself at the high point of

Omnibus. “To answer that question, one must counter

his career, Tchaikovsky nevertheless left us a great

with another: To which Tchaikovsky is reference being made? Is it the Tchaikovsky of the Pathetique Symphony, that mournful embodiment of music’s ability to
be confessional, or the Tchaikovsky of The Sleeping

amount of beauty in music, with which this generation

Beauty ballet, an equally compelling example of music’s

Number 6, the Pathetique; his Violin Concerto in D

ability to be enchantingly light and gay? Is it the Tchaikovsky of the Mozartina he evolved to honor his fa-

and the Piano Concerto No. 1 in B-Flat Minor; the

vorite among all musicians, or is it the Tchaikovsky of
the 1812 Overture (as far removed from a Mozartian
conception of music as anything could be) ?”

from The Sleeping Beauty.
Performing these works are the artists Van Cliburn, Arthur Fiedler, Jascha Heifetz, Fritz Reiner,

Whichever one we are speaking of, it is reflected
in this collection of his works. The moody, talented

is perhaps the best acquainted.

This album features two of his symphonies, Number 5 (which he considered a failure musically) and

Capriccio Italien; the Nutcracker Suite; and exerpts

Pierre Monteux and Kiril Kondrashin, performing

came to rest at ...a relatively tranquil middle point” is

with or conducting the Boston Symphony, Chicago
Symphony, Boston Pops, London Symphony and the
RCA Symphony. The album contains six LP records.
Perhaps the best statement concerning this album

well presented in works that range from the Pathetique

was made bya local jazz pianist, who after listening to

to Sleeping Beauty ballet exerpts. Called a ‘western’

the Symphony Number 5 said, “Man that cat had real
soul.”

Russian composer whose “artistic urge had a pendulum

swing from gaiety to gloom and back again that rarely

composer by his Russian compatriots and the “personi-

THE BOXERS REBELLION
The ambulance had gone, and the sirens could be heard faintly in the distance. Inside the gym, they gathered
around Sam Watson.

“Now look fellas, you know as well as I that I only gave him what he asked for,” declared Sam. “You Tom,
you remember how many times he asked me to let him spar with one of my boys. He wanted to pick up some
extra cash.”

Tom didn’t answer.
“What the hell now, I thought I was doing Bull a favor,” said Sam. “What do you think he needed the money
for?” He looked at them. “Well, I'll tell you. He wanted that money to buy a new robe for his boy, Well, don’t you
believe me?” He was sweating now.
The other managers and promoters just stared at him with disgust until one by one they walked away.

I can do without them, he thought. Sure Bull was
old, and he only earned his keep by doing rubdowns
and keeping fresh towels out and things. Bull had been
a good middleweight in his day, and he was a popular
fighter. He was a top contender when that concussion

sidelined him. After that he was almost killed on his
first fight, and so he had hung up his gloves. All he lived
for was that kid. His wife had left him nearly fifteen
years back. She couldn’t take it. All those hospital bills
and everything.
His kid was a good fighter and his managers were
holding him back until the kid was ready. Bull always
looked like a new man when he was working the kid’s
corner. Now Bull was on his way to the hospital, and

God only knew if he would pull through.
Sam Watson heard the murmuring and looked up
to see Bull’s kid striding toward him. He was a good
looking kid barely out of his teens. Sam put on one of
his most engaging smiles as the kid approached.
“Gee kid, I’m sorry about your old man. I thought

he would be okay in there and I’m sure sorry.”
“What did he do wrong?” asked the kid.

“He was great, kid; he was great. I guess he just
slowed up a little and then it happened.”

yellow. He sure is a great guy that dad of yours.”
The kid looked at him in silence and then rocked
and closed his eyes. He didn’t know whether to slug
Watson or spit on him.

“Look kid, you’re not sore are you?” Sam noticed
the kid’s eyes had narrowed some, and his fists were

clenched.
“Tl talk to you later Sam when I see how pop is
doing at the hospital.” He walked out of the gym with
an effortless and leisurely style, and Sam let out a
breath of relief.
What the hell, Sam thought, he’s a good kid; he

won't make anything out of it. Bull will come out of it
okay.
Three days later Bull died, and at the gym every-

one held Sam responsible. Sam sat in the gym office he
shared with other managers with his legs curved nervously around his chair. He had just heard the news
and was lighting a cigarette with trembling hands. His

face in the momentary flame was locked in some private hell.
Sam stared at the floor, and suddenly he saw shad-

ows. He looked up and saw the kid with six other

“Did you have to put him in the ring Sam?”

fighters. They were in trunks and all had boxing gloves

“Well I didn’t want to, but after he pleaded with
me about getting enough money to buy you a new robe
for the ring, well, I just had to.”
“What's that about a robe?” asked the kid.

on. The kid approached the desk. “Sam, the boys and
I thought you would like to spar a few rounds with us.
You know, just to keep in shape.”
“Oh my God!” cried Sam. “What are you going
to do?” But he knew by their looks that he would be
given no quarter. He sobbed convulsively as they
dragged him toward the ring.

“Sure enough,” said Sam. “He was going to get

you a new robe for your fight next month. He told me
it would be green and your name would be printed in

“Oh my God!” cried Sam. “What are you going to do?”

John F. Nagle

illustrated by George Villani

RIDE A WHITE HORSE
The jeep sent a thick column of dust spiraling upwards into the copper-colored afternoon desert sky as it scooted along the unpaved road. It swung onto the asphalt surface of
the county road without slowing, tires screaming their protest of the tight turn. Once on

the main highway the little vehicle was accelerated to its top speed.
Behind the wheel of the jeep slouched a man with a cigarette dangling from his lips.
He stared at the road with blue eyes that were so pale and washed out that the pupil seemed
to be floating in a pool of lightly tinted milk. His features were such that he could be young
or old, deeply burned by the sun and weathered by the elements. The clothes he wore were
dust covered and faded, levis and cotton wash shirt. On his head was a sweat-stained and

worn Stetson, on his feet an old pair of cowboy boots, plain and unadorned with the heels
worn outward. He was the last of a hardy breed. He was a mustanger.
The jeep that he drove at break-neck speed was as worn as his clothes. The fenders and

body displayed long scratches, some new, some old, acquired by brushing quite forcibly
against the numerous boulders that were part of the desert bleak landscape. The coat of
paint that had once given color to the small vehicle was now either gone or buried under
layer on layer of dirt, dust and mud, until it now resembled the country in which it was
driven.

Ahead, nestled against the base of a high, pinkish bluff sat the destination of the mustanger. A small town, forgotten for years by the world, recently given a new birth of life by

JIM CAIN

“| told you to watch him” the sheriff yelled . ..
8

‘all? Dan Spillane

the discovery of mineral springs. Some politician, looking for a good ticket into office had

hired a smart publicity man to exploit this find into
money in the pockets of the townspeople and votes in
the ballot boxes for him. As a result, the little town
with a very humorous Spanish name became the tour-

ist attraction of the area. Las Pulgas the Spaniards had
called the place. Las Pulgas—the fleas—because the
first people to settle there had run into an overabun-

dance of the pesky little insects and one of them with
a sense of humor had named the settlement Place of

the Fleas. Later when the Spanish were forced out of
the country only the last two words remained.
The mines that the Spanish had opened and
worked against the wishes of the local Indians were

reopened as The Lost Mines of El Diablo. Though
what the devil had to do with matters wasn’t too clear.
The old Spanish pueblo with its crumbling adobe
walls became a prime spot for picture taking. New
buildings were built in the existing town, swimming

sixty, seventy years ago. He don’t realize that those
broomtails are worth nothing but dog food, which is
what he sells them for. He don’t realize the country’s
settled and there ain’t no place for him or anyone like
him any more. But he’s a, what, connection to the past
and when he’s gone so will this country’s history. It’ll

go right into stories and books and there won't be anymore like Phil Bell to come into town once a month to
raise hell and drink and then return to the buttes and

mesas and the hot desert. The tourists actually look to
see someone like Bell, but if any harm came to them

because of him they'd scream to high heaven, so go
keep an eye on him and don’t let him cause trouble.”
The young deputy sat staring at the sheriff open-

mouthed with wonder. No one in town actually liked
Phil Bell, he was a trouble raiser and had a terrible dis-

position. “Hell, the man is just plain no good.’ But the
sheriff had just sat there and quite vehemently spoken

pools were installed, casinos opened. And the tourists

for Bell. “Yes, sir,’ he muttered as he left the office.

came with their wallets open. The politician was elect-

As he stepped into the bright glare of the late after-

ed and forgotten.

noon sun, he knew what the sheriff had said had not

In one of the town’s older buildings a young
deputy sheriff leaned his chair back against the wall
and asked the same question of the sheriff for the umteenth time. “Why are we responsible for the local

residents as well as the county?”
“I dunno,” the sheriff answered. “Guess when they

een in Bell’s defense, but in defense of a way of life
that didn’t jibe with the girls in shorts that paraded

along the streets of Las Pulgas today. “Oh well,” he
thought.

I

made a boom town out of Pulgas and decided that we

Phil Bell sat with his back to the huge rock that
shaded him and watched as a hawk circled lazily over-

needed a snappy law enforcement agency they figured

head. His mind began to churn as he apparently re-

we wasn’t the one for the job.”
“Yeah, but they need a sheriff.”

laxed. “That damn young deputy. What r:ght did he

“Not to handle these fancy tourists. We, uh, might
drive away some money. But—they needed sonreone
to take care of the county and that damn comic opera

police force ain’t gonna do it, so they kept us.
“But why did they give us the responsibility for

have to throw me in jail? Punk—probably w:sn’t even
talking when I came home. Home. What home? Old
man worked his life away har scrabble ranching on
government land only to have it taken away when I
was in the Pacific fightin’ Japs. Damn dirty yellow—

come home and what happens? The old man’s dead,

the locals?”

died in town. The ranch grabbed by the government

“Can you picture one of Blocker’s pretty “The-OldProspector-Casino’s-in-the-next-block-ma’am’ police-

to be a detention camp for Japs and then they gave

men handling someone like Phil Bell when he goes on

a drunk? That'd be a laugh.”
“Yeah, I guess you're right. Hey, does he really
make a living mustanging wild horses?”

“That’s bout all he makes. Then sometimes I
doubt that he makes that.”

the land to those—.’ He looked up at the hawk, “You,”
he hollered, “you're like the rest of ’em.” “Think you
own the whole land. Well you don’t, it’s mine.”
The hawk let out a shrill cry. “What'd you say?

I'll show you, I'll show you like I showed those damn
Japanese on dad’s place.” And he picked up his rifle
and snapped off a shot at the hawk. The ringing echo

“How’s he live then?”
“Poaches deer and antelope, wouldn’t be surprised

of the shot was followed by the shrill neighing of
horses and a small herd scattered into the rocks from

to find him rustling a steer or two from one of the
larger ranches in the area. Funny, ain't no one in this

the water hole at which they had been drinking.

town likes Bell, but I bet none of them want to see him

riflle at the rapidly disappearing bird with no luck. He
stood shaking the rifle over his head in impotent fury,
uncontrollable hate reflected in his pale eyes. Finally he
went to the jeep and started back towards his camp. He

really leave.”

“Why?”
“He’s a man out of his century, a leftover from

“Damn you,” he screamed at the hawk and emptied his

had to get one of his riding horses now to bunch up the

“You still hunt horses?”
“What's it to ya?”
“I thought maybe you be interested in what I see.”
“What you see?” Bell mocked.

wild ones.

Phil Bell had been the only son of a very small
rancher on government land. All his life he had been
poor. His mother had died when he was in his early

teens. Only a few years after that he was called into
service to fight the Japanese in the Pacific. He was glad
to leave the desert, but hated to leave his father. The

“Me see ghost stallion, white, run like many damn

hell.”
“Don’t tell me your peyote dreams, breed, I got

better things to do than listen.”

Bell’s hadn't any real friends in Las Pulgas, but Phil

“Serious, I see.”

made some among his buddies in the service. Then,
when his outfit had been wiped out on Guadalcanal, he

Something in the old Indian’s voice made Bell

wenta little off in his mind.
He was still a good soldier, but he had a hate of

turn his horse around. He dismounted and walked up
to the old man, cunning coming into his eyes.
“Where?”

the Japanese that touched on insanity, in fact, it was
the first stages of insanity. When MacArthur returned
to the Philippines, Phil Bell was among those who accompanied him. That campaign sent him home a hero.

“I see. Was Ghost Horse of ancestors. I see on
mesa.”

Sent to a hospital wounded, Phil’s mental unbalancing
was noticed by a doctor with a background that had

“Ah-h-h.”
Bell’s mind was working rapidly. Every tribe,

a bit of psychiatric training in it. But, rather than brand
Phil mentally unfit, he magnified the extent of Phil’s

wound and obtained a medical discharge for him.
So Phil Bell was discharged in California, hero
with medals to prove it. Soon he found himself on his

“Big Mesa.”

“You're nuts. Nothing’s on that mesa but birds.”

every part of the west-has its legends of Ghost Stallions,
usually white or grey, never caught. The old Indian
must be lying. “Ah, the devil,” he snarled, pushing the

old Indian backward so that he stumbled and fell.
“Next time you chew peyote don’t bother me with your

way back to Las Pulgas. Why did he return? Because
he had nowhere else to go. And when he returned he

dreams. Ya hear me? Hey, breed. Hey.” He bent over

found that the government had taken his father’s land
as a detention camp for American Japanese during the
early frenzied years of the war. After the camp had
been disbanded, some of the Japanese had stayed to
farm the land to which only they could bring life.
Phil tried to reclaim his father’s place and was

blood came from beneath the old man’s head where it

told it belonged to the people who lived on it now.

Why? Because they had proved up on the land and his
father hadn’t. When the Japs had been found dead,
evidence had pointed to Phil. The town, feeling they

owed him something, had hired a lawyer who got Phil
off with a temporary insanity plea. But Phil would

have nothing to do with the town. Instead he moved
to the hills to hunt the wild broncs that still lived there.
He came to town only for supplies, to get drunk, or to
ship off the horses he caught to dog food companies,
for no one wanted wild stock any more, they weren't

any worth. And slowly but surely Phil Bell had slipped
to the brink of complete insanity. He hated everyone
and everything. Someday, he said, he’d get even.

Ul
Phil was working his way through some of the

high country to the north of the town looking for the
horses when he came across the hogan of an old Indian

couple. The man came out when he heard Phil’s horse.

“Oh, Mister Bell.”
“What the hell you want, breed?”

the old man lying on the ground. A small trickle of
had struck a rock. “Dead, damn him.”

“Ayee,” the old woman stood in the doorway
looking at the body of her husband and the crouched
figure of Bell. Then, seeing something in his eyes, she

started to run down hill away from the hogan. Bell
started after her then ran to his horse and snatched the

rifle from its scabbard. Returning to the top of the hill
he raised the rifle and with the sights following the
running woman. CRACK, the rifle rang out in the still
air and he waited until the rag doll figure stopped roll-

ing before he returned to his horse.
“Ghost stallions,” he growled. “Come on.” He
cruelly reined the horse around and dug his spurs into
its sides. The horses he was after would be gettnig
away.
IV

Bell leaned away from the fire in which he had
just lit his cigarette. He was tired from a day of break-

ing broncs. It didn’t take long the way he did it, but it
was killing work. He didn’t want gentle horses, he
wanted broken horses, horses that one man could drive
into town to sell to the dog food man. So Phil Bell
broke the horses’ spirits. It wasn’t love of the animals;
it was almost hate and he took cruel pleasure in watch(Continued on page 22)
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illustrated by Bob Antonick

The plane banked north across the Peace River and swept into the Fort ®
St. John Airport.
I stepped into the British Columbia night and suddenly I was aware of

the subarctic cold that seeped through my overcoat, the play of the northern
lights against the Canadian sky, and the smell of approaching winter.
As I walked across the runway, a distant cry made me stop. It was the
call of some wild thing. I looked up and searched the sky, listening. It was

the call of wild geese. I had heard them often before when they swept past
my cabin near the Peace River. Like them, I too had a long way to go before I reached my destination.
Later as dawn broke, I dozed in the cab of a mining truck winding along
the Peace River. Suddenly the truck skidded and I lurched forward fully

awake. The driver grinned at my sheepish look. “Didn't used to be nothin’
but a horse trail into Hudson Hope until a few years ago,” he said.
I nodded. “The first time I came into this country was by train to Dawson Creek. From there, we crossed the Peace River on the ice,” I said. Then

I added, “I have a little cabin up ‘round Hudson Hope not far from the
river
Soon the truck stopped, where a dim trail disappeared into the poplar

and pine. The driver handed down my duffel bag. Shouldering it, I swung
toward the river-side cabin where for a long time my thoughts had been.
A dark shape slanting up an autumn tinged slope brought me back to reality.
But it was only a black bear, so common here that there is no closed season
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on them. Later, a wide-raked mule deer stared at me for a while before
bounding away. But I didn’t have eyes for any game but moose. It was to be
that kind of a day.
Then my log home stood out, silver grey against the streaked blue sky
of the Peace River. A coal-oil lamp was once more to be my electricity and
two or three pails, my water system.
All of a sudden, I realized that breakfast was one of the many pleasures

..- I jacked another cartridge into the chamber
that lay ahead of me. Sure enough, Jim McCrea, who
ran a trap line nearby, had left the supplies that I had
mentioned in my letter.
I touched a match to the fuzz sticks that Jim had
left in the big black stove. The spruce shavings caught
with a heady snapping and popping, and in a moment
the kindling was blazing merrily. I tilted the lid just
enough to cram ina split poplar. While this was building into a roar, I grabbed the pails and tested the frostslicked path which led down to the Peace.
On the way back I flushed a covey of partridge
from the wood pile. If I could find enough time during

my two weeks, I thought, a brace of partridge would
taste good.
Now, I busied myself with slicing Canadian bacon
—the lean smoky tenderloin that goes so well with
eggs in the morning. Each mouthful was a delight.
Each look through the four-sashed picture window
that overlooks the curving Peace was a pleasure. Then
I made the leftover bacon and homemade bread into
sandwiches and stuck them into the pocket of my hunt-

the mossy start of Sunset Creek, two pairs of deeply
indented tracks. Moisture was still seeping into them.

Then a soft but significant sound froze me in place. It
was the low harsh grunt of a female moose. Then an-

other grunt as if in confirmation, rumbled out of the
willow and spruce to my far left.
Only the autumn before, I had had to stop a bull
moose that was coming at me from a distance of less
than forty feet. That incident added a certain urgency
to my efforts to spot this bull. I soon came to a wild
rose thicket where he had first turned. It wasn’t even

a healthy stone’s throw from where I had spotted the
tracks,
All I could do was to circle cautiously into the

wind, trying to keep my exact whereabouts concealed.
My rifle was reassuring weight at belt level. The grunts
were like hoarse growls now. They became so loud
that I half expected to see the bull plunge out of the
nearest greenery, eyes reddened and hair bristling atop

his swollen neck. But my bull kept out of sight in the
heavy brush. Then, as his trail later verified, he took

ing jacket.
The bears were still working the raspberry thick-

off after the cow.
The snow was swirling in my face as I followed

ets in the back when I left my tiny spruce shack. Ahead

the edge of the river homeward. Great soft flakes, as

of me a glossy-furred fisher ambled across the damp

heavy as damp feathers, rushed after me into the cabin.

stretch of trail. Below, in the river, a flock of Canada
geese jumped from the back channel. The soft earth

The snow was still falling the next morning. Cold
too, had moved in during the night. When I went out

around the spring, that only the wildlife and I knew

to the wood pile, shuffling to make a path, I noticed

about, held tracks of a mule deer and his mate.

that the thermometer registered two degrees below
zero. By the time I had stowed my third armful of split

Up in the greenness of the swamp, I found, near
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poplar beneath the bunk, the red line hovered at seven
degrees below. The temperature had dropped another
two degrees by mid-morning.
Here in the mountains under the arctic circle,

what would be unusual weather elsewhere is common-

place. I took out my .410 gauge and went outdoors for
a quick circle around. I hadn’t taken more than ten
steps when a grouse exploded out of the snow-covered
raspberry patch. With the light gun, I overswung the
first bird but the pellets found the next two marks.
Smoke was pluming straight up from the cabin’s
rusty pipe when I returned. No longer was there the
slightest suggestion of wind. Cold settled in the hardening ground and ice rimmed the door. When I opened
it, cold billowed into the cabin like fog.
Because I was rich with leisure time, I plucked

the birds, then stuffed them with dried apples. I put
the two fowl into the Dutch oven and waited. Until
they were ready the glowing stove would be a com-

fortable friend, while I occupied myself with such
things as putting a real edge on my favorite hunting

knife, and touching up the points of some fish hooks.
By the time I hit the sack, the colored alcohol in
the thermometer had dropped another couple of degrees. I lay and listened to the trees crackling as the
congealing sap burst their innermost fibers. Endlessly

expanding ice exploded. And what I drowsily took to
be a fox began yapping.

for water.
It took longer than usual to warm the cabin that
morning. I piled fuel until the stove glowed cherry
red. Even the cabin logs were shrinking, letting in

more cold.
The frosty fireworks of the aurora hung high in the
sky when I blew out the lamp that evening. The tem-

perature was still about forty-five degrees below freezing.
Yet, early in the morning, the noise of dripping
water awakened me. The sound persisted and I heard
the faint murmur of wind. The temperature had risen
about fifty degrees from the day before. The warm
winds from the Japanese current in the Pacific had
brought the sudden change.
WhenI left the cabin, the red line read close to
thirty-five degrees. Fresh game trails were everywhere.
Huge moose tracks led me into the thawing swamp.
These two were feeding into the wind, nipping on the
tops of young spruce. The melting snow allowed me
to proceed with ease. The tracks veered southward toward the Peace. I lost the trail for a while and when I

caught it again, two timber wolves were on it ahead of
me. They looked like gigantic sled dogs until you saw
their cruel yellow eyes. They zig-zagged as if they
knew that I was trying to get my cross-hairs on them.
Then, remembering the moose, I lowered my Winches-

ter. They ran off into the swamp, maybe in search of

Then I realized that I had been listening for moments to a lone deep howl. Soon it was joined by an
echoing chorus that brought my feet clumping on the
bare wooden floor. Clearing a frosted windowpane

easier game.
Then I proceeded on toward the river. All of a
sudden, one moose burst unseen through the thick
evergreens with an unnerving clatter. A second dark

with a warm palm, I watched shadowy forms move up-

shape hesitated, half hidden behind the roots of a

river in a single file—big timber wolves. One paused,
threw his head to the starlit sky and let forth the warning challenge of a hunting timber wolf pack. Back in
bed I was wondering why people keep referring to the

denly the sun glinted on a battered but respectable
spread of antlers. Certain that it was the bull, my .30-06

“Silent North.” I fell asleep before I had come to any
conclusion.
Fifteen degrees below zero! Nearly forty-five degrees below freezing. That’s how cold it was the next

fallen oak not fifty yards away. Was is the bull? Sud-

spoke with the authority of 220 grains. Even as I jacked
another cartridge into the chamber, I thought that I
had missed. Neck reddening, the bull slid heavily

broadside down the tree that had momentarily supported its weight.

morning. Mist clouded up from the river. Shrubbery
and trees sagged under an inch or so of frost. The chill

Then overhead came the cry of the wild birds—
more wild geese moving on. But this time I was where

penetrated my bones when I went down to the Peace

I wanted to be.
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Poetry in Motion or Never Trust Jack Douglas
The grass is green and so is jealousy. The sky is

blue and so is sadness. The sun is yellow and so is fear.
Love is pink and kindness lavender.
A little child is full of noises and an old man is
silence. The essence of marriage is thought. The essance
of youth is laughter.
Spring is light and winter is heavy. Summer is
warm. Fall is a rainbow.
Love thy neighbor and keep up with the Joneses.
Thou shalt not steal but take advantage of the suckers.

Remember the Sabbath and the green stamps from the
grocery. To thine own self be true in the rat race.
Pet a dog, caress a child, smile at others and yell
at your mother. Never lie but cheat on your income tax.
Spare the child and create a monster. Work forty years
and get a gold watch.

Hate burns and fear freezes. Love is a warm embrace and a brush-off a cold shoulder.
Nice is pale and cool is hot. Make a red light and
take a life. A dog is man’s best friend—except for the
mailman, the milkman and the bill collector.

A conscience is a nagging voice. That was no lady,

that was my wife. How do I love thee? Let me count
the ways. One... one... one.
Two can live as cheaply as one dear. Ask your

boss for a raise. Until death do us part. He killed my
love.

Out of the mouths of babes—children should be
seen and not heard. A little child shall lead them if
Daddy’s not too busy. Togetherness is a couch in front
of a TV. Is Mickey Mouse a father image? Bullets,

booze and blondes. Little boy shoots father. Demands
mouthpiece.
Absence makes the heart grow fonder. Dear John
... The female is the weaker sex unless she has a frying

pan. Mother Hubbard went to the cupboard and found
a Care package.
Once upon a time there was a beautiful princess
who lived in a castle surrounded by thorns, giant trees,

guarded by dragons and a moat. A young prince came
riding by and he crushed the thorns with a bulldozer,
sold the giant trees to a housing project, killed the dragons, swam the moat and found the princess! They

came closer and closer and suddenly she spoke.
“What are you, some kind of a nut?”
The world is round and the people are square

and you can’t fit a square peg in a round hole.

Cindy Peake
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“RESURREXI”

I awoke this morning.
Early.
It is a wonderful thing to awake.
It proves that one was only sleeping.
Who never sleeps never awakes,
And eyes grow heavy toward nightfall.
One will never awake if he does not first sleep,
And there is nothing quite like morning light.
I awoke this morning.

And I heard bells.
Those bells that had been silent for so long.
Or had they?
I don’t really think so.

Maybe I just hadn't heard them.
Clearly.

But I heard them this morning.
Their peals were like the cry of new-born babes.
What was it that woke me?

Was it a blue-green streak of dawnlight
Playing on my eyes?
Or was it just that it was morning
And morning brings light sleep?
Something touched me, though.
I felt it.
It had a gentle touch.
But it said Awake.
And it meant what it said.
I think it was the hand that rang the bells.

Those new-born bells.
They weptalittle.
( There are always tears at a birth).
Great dry tears that ran down their cheeks
Until the air was flooded.

Those big brass bells wept for joy.
And their sobs could be heard for miles.
There was something about the sun this morning.
It came up so slowly.
And it kept shielding its eyes,
Only peeking out every now and then

As though it were almost afraid of what it might see.
As though seeing it might almost be a profanation.

Then suddenly it flung aside its hands
And smiled.
A big broad smile.
And the bells laughed with it.
They were laughing and crying
And tumbling over one another.
And they kept calling He is risen.

Arise. Arise.

Sister Michael Marie, C.PP.S.
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So I got up and went to the window
And I smiled too when I saw it.
There right before the eyes of the sun
The earth stood on tip-toe to kiss the sky.
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Magnavox ‘Imperial Provencial.’ Model 1-ST662, $550
30 watt stereo amplifier, two 15 inch speakers, two
1000 cycle horns, AM/FM Radio with tuning meter.
Five position speaker selector switch. FOREGROUND:
Magnavox FM Stereo Multiplexing System.

FOR THAT BACHELOR APARTMENT the Magnavox
‘Stereo Concerto,’ Model 1-ST260, $200, Stereo ampli-

PHOTOS BY HERB FOX

fier, two 8” bass speakers and two 5” treble speakers,
five position selector switch, FM Radio.

EQUIPMENT COURTESY OF RIKE KUMLER CO.

to be able to convert to stereophonic sound on records
and tape for, oh, possibly just under two hundred dol-

fier on this one. It lacks many textures of the more expensive models. But the performance is remarkable,

dars.

and I recommend it.
THE TEST OF FIDELITY

Assuming that you are not the owner of said rig,
or that you are impatient and want something new that
is not a major treatment, two alternatives are open.
RCA-Victor, Columbia and Zenith, and a number of other companies all make portable stereo phonographs with quite adequate sound reproduction that
range in price, depending where you live, from one
hundred dollars to $150. These portables can serve

as a kind of transitional-phase hi-fi stereo for you until
you can afford or inherit something bigger. They are
not strictly portable (you are as infirm as I am) but they

can be carried. I like the big sound of a Magnavox very
much. I have a friend who swears by the tone of his
RCA-Victor. Solely from the experience I’ve had with
a Zenith monaural portable, I would say that this com-

pany makes the best tone-arm and record changer unit.
The three are up for grabs. They are all about equal.
The second alternative is called The Cosmopoli-

tan, by Lafayette, which enables you to own, for just
three hundred dollars, a hi-fi stereo rig that would or-

The best test for an assembly of this kind is to play
old records on it, which was what I did the first day I
hooked it up. I heard things on those old ones I have
never heard before. The fidelity is first-class, the whole
thing needs on elaborate cabinetry; as I have indicated,
it’s all attractive in itself, and you can scatter the speakers and amplifiers around the room, whether the decor
is colonial or modern, without fearing they will clash
with furniture already there, if you have any.
To get back to our original problem . . . should
you consider going into stereo at all? Yes, you should.

More and more records will be coming out designed
for stereo reproduction. Yes, a switch to stereo tape
reproduction is coming—but not coming so soon that

your present records won't be capable of being reproduced for another twenty years. No, I don’t know

where you can sell your collection of old records. Yes,
I know your father owned them, but .. .

The components are simple, but elegant. When I

REFINEMENTS, INNOVATIONS, AND
THINGS TO COME IN THE WORLD OF
TWIN-EARED SOUND |
The true high-fidelitarian has been described as
a happy crossbreed of perpetual malcontent and external optimist—one never quite satisfied with his

first heard of this rig, I did not see howafirst-rate set

sonic lot but always convinced that perfection lies just

could be sold for three hundred dollars. Indeed many
purists still will not see how when they test the ampli-

around the corner. His quest for more life-like sound
led him recently to stereo and to a wholesale conver-

dinarily sell for over five hundred dollars. Don’t ask me
how Lafayette does it. All I know is that the outfit has
a big chain of hi-fi equipment stores and gets equipment made in foreign countries.
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sion of apparatus. But it’s not in the nature of the highfidelity beast to remain content for long. Today we
find him exploring some new refinements: integrated
components, phantom channels, AM biophony, tape
cartridges, FM multiplex—and avidly eyeing a parcel
of new gear on the audio dealer's shelves. A virtual explosion of new recordings—4 track and stereo disc—
and of new recording companies, whet the appetite.
Most of the news in stereo is developmental,
rather than inventive, as we shall see. For example,
there’s no doubt that FM stereo multiplier will get an
enthusiastic reception the moment it makes its belated
debut. And it seems as though Magnavox will take that
first step towards market. This was made evident to any
stereo student who observed in the recent and success-

ful Magnavox display at the Miami Hotel. But for those
who missed this informative exhibition, I shall explain
the budding system of FM stereo multiplier.

choose one as the industry standard. Its decision has
been pending for two years. As soon as it comes, FM
tuner makers will go into high gear to bring forth the
adapters you'll need to receive stereo multiplex broadcasts. Most recent FM tuners already have a plug in the
back for a multiplex adapter, so it’s merely a question
of paying the required coin of the realm (about $50)
and hooking the multiplex gadget into your stereo setup. Inputs for left-right tuner channels are standard
equipment on all stereo preamps and control filters.

HOW IMPORTANT IS
THE SPEAKER SYSTEM?
The speaker system is a very important element
in the accoustical link. Regardless of how “good” or
costly the other components, the end result is determined by the quality and efficiency of the speakers.
Magnavox uses cone speakers, varying in diameter
from 4 to 15 inches and 1,000 cycle exponential horns.

DECORATE CONTINENTAL with Magnavox ‘Italian Provencial’ Model 1-ST616, $345, Stereo amplifier, two

Ampex Stereo Tape Player: Model 934; Tape Speed

12 inch speakers, four 5 inch speakers, five position
speaker selection switch.

der .25% RMS at 714 ips; Head, 2-channel playback
will accommodate either 2 or 4-track tapes.

Stereo broadcasting, at present, entails transmission of the A and B channels on two separate wave
lengths—generally from the AM and FM transmitters
at the same station. This system is far from ideal, and
can be regarded at its best a stopgap measure. Multiplying, which permits the simultaneous transmission of
two separate signals on one static-free FM wave length,
is the answer. Six different multiplex systems have been
submitted to the Federal Communications Commission

The small diameter speakers and exponential horns

for approval, each of them having the virtue of compatability (which means that a tuner adapted for mul-

7% and 314 inches per second; Flutter and Wow, un-

are used for reproducing the high frequencies (treble
)
and the larger speakers are used to achieve suitably
wide dispersion of sounds throughout the room. In the
finest Magnavox instruments extremely efficient, widerange, exponential horns replace the high frequency
cone speakers.
WHY ARE TREBLE HORNS USED IN
FINER STEREOPHONIC INSTRUMENTS?
An exponential treble horn speaker provides
purer tone than cone speakers in the treble range. This

tiplex can pick up both channels of a stereo signal,

is especially important since minute distortions in the

while a regular FM radio tuned to the same wave
length will pick up only the normal monophonic sigFrom these six multiplex systems the FCC must

treble range are more discernable than in the bass
range. Sensitivity of human hearing is greater in this
area. One 1,000 cycle exponential treble horn does the
work of many cone speakers, and with greater realism.

nal).
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Only the exponential horn can reproduce certain
music without distortion—for example, piano and per-

WHAT WILL STEREOPHONIC SOUND
BRING TO YOU?

cussion instruments (which have high, “transient” or

1. The single-source limitations of sound are

impact tones) are reproduced with far greater realism
and fidelity. Cone speakers add artificial sounds that

eliminated. Your entire room or home will be literally

were not part of the original. In addition, the horn distributes sound over a wider area, thereby creating
greater “dimension” and presence to the music. For
these reasons, Magnavox uses treble horns in its finer
stereophonic instruments.
The combination of this exponential speaker system and FM stereo multiplexing in the Magnavox line
creates presently the ultimate in sound reproduction
for the stereo connoisseur. Magnavox engineers were

“alive” with music.
2. You can hear the correct location and character of the musical instruments as they were in the original performance.
3. Everything you hear on your present monaural
records and AM or monaural FM broadcasts will be
greatly enhanced by your stereo instrument.
4. True stereo imparts the perfect illusion of
listening to live music . . . the live, “in person,” performance.

quick to foresee the advent of FM stereo. For several

STEREO TAPE

years they had been involved in the development of
extremely precise equipment which would perform

In the vast and rich field of stereo tape, there are
a number of tape leaders from which both the new-

the demanding task of receiving and decoding multi-

comer and the veteran can choose, and shall be reward-

plexing signals. As a result, the majority of Magnavox
FM and FM/AM tuners found in their stereo radiophonographs have the circuitry already installed that
it is necessary to accept the addition of a simple, reasonably priced, plug-in adapter. This adapter will re-

ed with fine listening. Among the “names” are such
industries as: Ampex, V-M, and Webcor.
Webcor tape recorder’s range its prices to suit all
pockets and many listening needs. Their prices run
from $79.95 to $299.95. Webcor consists of monaural

ceive, decode, and transmit to the separate channels the

record and playback, monaural record and stereo play-

FM stereo signals. No special wiring or rearrangement
of circuitry is necessary. You will then be able to enjoy
both monaural and stereo FM broadcasts as well as AM

back, and stereo record and stereo playback; all of
which include 2 or 4 track heads.
V.M. tape recorders consist of all said features of

broadcasts.

Webcor, the only difference being in the price range
($169.95 to $335.00) and the purchaser’s taste.

EQUIPMENT COURTESY OF KLOPF’S MUSIC SHOP

Ampex tape recorders seem to appeal more to the
stereo veteran, due mainly to his high listening taste
and desire for the ultimate in sound which in turn is

Webcor ‘‘Royalite II,’’ High-Fidelity tape recorder, seperate volume, Treble and Bass controls; 2 high-fidelity
“‘elliptical’’ speakers,

full fidelity recording head.

watt dual-channel amplifier.
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Webcor ‘Regent Coronet,’ Records 4-track tapes, plays
back 2 or 4-track tapes; Flutter and Wow, under 4%
at 714 and 334 ips. New “Synchro-Track”’ feature enables you to listen to one track and record a second

track simultaneously.

due mainly to his high income. Ampex tape recorders
run from $199.50 to $590.00 for single unit instruments or $1,000.00 for 3 unit systems with separate
speakers and amplifier.
Today, pre-recorded tape is definitely zz. And be-

ing introduced along with it, is 100% 4-track tape; 2track tape is strictly passe even for the beginner seeking the ultimate in recorded sound.
The blank tape on the market is shown in 3 thicknesses; 1.5 mil, with 1,200 feet to 7 inch reel, 1.0 mil,

with 1,800 feet to 7 inch reel, and 15 mil with 2,400

feet to 7 inch reel. Blank tape is also sold in 3 grades
which are: Acetate, Mylor, and Mylor-Ferosheen. The

difference in these grades is tremendous as any ole tape
fanatic will tell you. It is stated elsewhere that MylorFerosheen, although newest of the three, it is the finest

of the three as far as impeccable sound reproduction is
concerned.
If you’re not all thumbs, you might consider constructing a piece of equipment from one of the many
do-it-yourself kits on the market. You'll not only find
yourself disbursing less cash, but when you solder the

power amplifiers are the quickest, easiest, most foolproof kits to assemble. Start off with one of these, then
promote yourself to the preamp and tuner class. The
Heath and Dynaco outfits manufacture a full line of
kits (amplifiers, preamps, and tuners in a variety of

models ), and you can also find a good selection of kits
offered by mail order houses, such as Allied Radio, The
Radio Shack and Lafayette. Arco, Citation and Elco
gear is available in kit form, and the McIntosh and H.
H. Scott people have recently gotten into the act with

a build-it-yourself amplifier and FM tuner.
Lest we forget, all this shiny new equipment is

made to reproduce music and it’s worth repeating that
there’s now an extraordinary amount of memorable

music-making on stereo-discs and tapes. Stereo recording techniques have noticeably improved over the past
couple of years, although we still encounter an occasional lemon.
Hence, there are the facts. You may take them or

last connection, flip the switch, and discover that the

leave them. And I imagine the people at Klopf’s and
Rike’s Music Department would like you all to take
them. But before one of you gets hurt in the mad stereo

damn thing really works, Edison and Marconi will just
have to make room for you in the Hall of Fame. Stereo

stampede, re-read, digest, consider, investigate and
thene—que sera sera.

Contrary to popular misbelief, EXPONENT is published
by and for the students of the University of Dayton. One
need not be a friend of G. K. Chesterton, Maugham or

Steinbeck to realize the publication of ones’ manuscript
in said magazine. So with much zest and haste, unless
already written, jot down some PROSE or POETRY and
scamper up to 207 LIBERTY HALL. We'll be expecting you.

(Continued from page 11)

himself.
The jeep ran out of gas early in the afternoon and

ing them go from wild free creatures to subjected pitiful creatures. He had power over them.
He was ready to put out the cigarette when he
heard the piercing scream of a wild stallion. But it
sounded like no stallion either he or the country had
seen for years. It had an unearthly pitch to it. Bell

Bell walked after the horse. Finally, he came to the base

sprang away from the fire and looked into the moonlit
night. Then he saw him, proud and white on a near

butte. The horse screamed again and reared, then came
back to all fours, prancing. Bell snapped around to
where he heard his captured horses milling in the cor-

ral. He ran to them lest they break away. But when he
got to the corral, he saw that the horses weren't trying

to break away to follow this white stallion. They were
afraid of him. When Bell came to the pole gate of the
enclosure they crowded up to him as if for protection.
Even the unbroken horses came to him. He spun to
look at the white horse still screaming and dancing on
the butte. A horse like that should have every mare in
his corral straining at the bars to escape, yet they only

trembled with fear. He looked harder at the horse.
place it. Suddenly Bell raced for the jeep, and turning
Something was strange about him, but he couldn’t
on the ignition and starting it, raced towards the white
stallion. Seeing him coming the horse spun and raced

away.
Across the moonlit desert they raced, the white
stallion and the man in the jeep, a half mile apart. The

distance didn’t vary despite the fact that Bell drove as
fast as he dared. Then he smiled. The stallion was
headed into a dead ended box, not a canyon, but a place

with high steep walls on two sides anda cliff dead
ahead. The horse raced to the edge of the cliff and
stopped. Then he raced back towards where Bell had
stopped the jeep. Bell jumped out with his rope in his

hand and started towards the stallion. At this move the
horse swerved around and raced towards the cliff.

of the mesa and the end of the trail. After a futile
search for the trail’s continuance, he walked towards

the towering walls. He reasoned that the trail must

begin somewhere on the sides of the huge formation.
After climbing for a short while up the steep
walls, he came to a cave; no it wasn’t a Cave, it was a

tunnel that ran upwards. Before entering the tunnel,
he looked back. The mouth of the tunnel lay in a direct
line with the trail he had been following. This must be
the way the horse had gone.
Bell stumbled along in the darkness for what
seemed to be hours. Suddenly he stumbled over something. His sense of touch told him it was a bridle, but
not like any he had ever felt. It was heavy and felt metallic. He slung it over his shoulder and continued to
climb. Then, just as he was about to give up, he saw

daylight ahead. He ran towards it and came out into
a sunset. He looked at the bridle and saw it was gold,
then he looked across the top of the mesa and saw the
horse. Not more than ten yards away the horse grazed,
his white sides tinted pink by the setting sun. He raised
his head and saw the man standing there. Snorting, he
walked to the man that held the golden bridle. Bell still
stared at the horse. It was big, beautiful, snow white

even to the tips of its wings, and Bell had never seen a
horse with wings. Pegasus lowered his head for the
bridle. After thousands of years he had a new master.
V
The sheriff saw Bell approaching town with his
herd of horses. Turning to his deputy he said, “Sure
has got a lot of them this time. Go tell him he can’t
bring them down main street. Blocker’s cops’d have a
fit if he tied up traffic that way.”
Bell saw the deputy approach and listened to
what he said. He complied without arguing, which
made the deputy worry, and took the horses around

“Whoa damn you . .. stop.” Bell was still screaming as

town to the corral from which the dog food man would

the horse leaped into space and fell out of sight.

get them. He smiled to himself as he did so, thinking
about the flying stallion he had back at camp. No one

Bell walked to the edge of the cliff and looked

over for the sprawled figure of the horse below. To his

was as rich as Phil Bell now.

shock the horse wasn’t there. There was no sign of the

He figured to sell these horses, then take the stallion and head for the edges of big towns. With the
horse and the training he had received years ago in the

horse. “I'll find you damn you, I'll find you,” Bell
screamed into the night air.
Morning found Phil Bell on the trail of the white

service, practiced in the years spent on the desert, the

lone horse at the base of the cliff. That no horse could

training to be stealthy, he’d be rich. He could rob and
who would follow? Oh, he’d been plenty scared when

have survived such a drop didn’t bother Bell, his mind
had gone completely during the events of the previous

he had first flown off the mesa on the big winged
horse’s back. But he had gotten used to it and his cun-

night. The trail of the horse led toward distant Big

ning mind began to work. He'd play ball with the law

Mesa. “Maybe the breed was right,” Bell muttered to

in town because soon he could prove he was better than

stallion. With first light he had found the print of a

ae

them.

He spent the night at the edge of town rolled up
in his blanket. After spending so much time unwashed
in the desert, the fleas which had given the town its
name, and still lived in the countryside not disinfected
for the tourists, didn’t bother him. But the next eve-

Bell spurred his horse across the empty wastes

toward his camp. He had a head start and the sheriff
didn’t know the exact location of his camp anyway. He
could saddle the stallion and they'd never find him.
He'd just disappear.
A half hour later Bell was a thousand feet or more

ning, after making his sale and buying provisions that

over the desert. He turned the horse toward the town

included some new clothes, he was reluctant to leave

so he could take one last look at it. The big sweeps of

town. He saddled his horse and went to one of the
clubs. His mind had gotten ahead of itself and he was

the horse’s wings sped them through the night. Beneath the saddle a small bug crept out of the saddle

living in the times to come after he had stolen a for-

blanket and on the the horse’s flank. The flea was

tune.

hungry and lots of nice warm blood coursed beneath

Inside the club people just laughed at him which
made him mad. He walked up toa girl and said, “Do
you know who I am?”
“No, and I don’t care, you filthy rat.”

the white hide. Bell was chuckling to himself when

“Why you...”

Before Bell could complete the act of striking the
girl, a young man sprang between them. Bell jerked

loose from the man and hit him a chopping blow with
open palm on the base of the skull. The man slumped
to the floor.
“He’s dead,” screamed the girl as Bell bolted from
the club and ran to his horse.
“I told you to watch him,” the sheriff yelled at the
deputy as they ran towards the jeep that served as squad
car. “Now he’s done it.”

the horse let out a piercing scream and started to buck.

Bell grabbed for the saddle horn too late as he pitched
over the horse’s head. Before he began to scream he

thought, ‘This isn’t the first time I’ve been thrown.’
The horse pitched a few more times then stretched out
into a long run, legs and wings carrying him with the
wind.

They found Phil Bell the next day about a mile
from town. A woman had heard the horse scream fol-

lowed by Bell’s yell. He had fallen from a great height
the coroner said, but they kept it quiet. Who would
have believed it when the only thing of any height
nearby was a stunted live oak tree and it’s only about
ten feet tall.

# pilogue
Sometimes in life we ask the reason why
When things do not seem to go our way
But there’s no reason to fret, to worry, to cry

Beyond a storm there lies a brighter day
There is one thing that can’t be taken away
And even He'll agree from up above
Miles, time, or hardships can never lead astray

The unveering course of everlasting love
If life were but a happy, joyful spree
There would not be a need for prayer at all
You'd probably never see a bended knee
And as the defiant angels we'd surely fall
Oh can man meet the toughest of all tests?
And make his life something of which he’s proud
He'll not know until the rest of rests
When calledy before Our Vicar and the crowd

Don O’Toole
Ve

FIRE HORSE

illustrated by Dan Spillane

Rise, white horse, from the depths of your cell

And slash the sky with a scream.
Breathe your hate in the face of the moon.
Fling your mane in its beam.
Flame a fire in the blood of your eyes
And quaff the wind’s coarse wine.
Below in the grey hill’s palm he sleeps

Beneath a star-tipped pine.
Shatter the fragile walls of his hut
With the fire-flint of your heels,
For what is armor by mortals hewn
When your shrill war cry peals?
The hills are rocked by the thunder’s blast

And seared with the lightning’s blade.
McByrne’s ears burst from the stallion’s yell
As the steed’s revenge is made.
Turn, white horse, towards the tumbleweed’s lure

And the beckoning of the plains,
But, ’ere you follow, nuzzle once more

This mangled bridle and reins.

Bonnie Schuman
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Dark is the night and wild winds blow
Outdoors where voices in the trees
Lashing the sky with their leaves

SCENES

The ice-glassed trees
Tossing, trembling, wallowing, roaring
Like the sea

Mad leaves.
A fear with arms that reach up
Like drowning men,
Gnawing a lonely cry, a nasal whine
Flung with senseless twisting.

So frail a struggle.
Steel-grey over whiteness
Glaring that burns the casual eye
Cold blast, chill of ice, eternally icy
Purity on the ground,

All around. A cold white vesture
No redress.
Blinding glint of white metal sun
Down ice-cap glass

Torn by some quick wind
Tossing, trembling, to confuse the sun.

Kathryn Homan
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So timeless a zone.

Picture, if you can, the oldest building you have
ever seen. Got it? Now think of the most sickening
style of architecture imaginable. Add a layer of grime
to a nauseating coat of green paint in a room slightly
larger than a closet, put the room in the building, and
you get the office of the Pendulum.

What is the Pendulum? The Pendulum is a hukin and I edit the Pendulum.
But this story isn’t about me, it’s about Adolph
Jones and his Great Machine. It’s also about Boris
Grabbabuck, I mean, well that name will suffice till

later.
Adolph and I became acquainted on a balmy fall
day. Pete Kopec, Sam Bass (honest), and I were all

that remained on the staff that had run the Pendulum
on its course during the previous year. Joe Carretti had
decided to go elsewhere and so we were three. And we

were in a dither over material.
Pete was reading through exchange editions from

GREAT

mor magazine for Travesty College. Me, I’m Stan Pret-

other schools, Sam was trying to draw cartoons, and I
was attempting to write a welcome Frosh editorial,

and none of us were having any luck.
“Hey, Stan, here’s something pretty funny.”
“Lemme see if we can use it.”
“We got permission, why not?”
“Here’s why not. It says right here, ‘William drew
Mary into his arms and kissed her.’ You know the administration, it'd never get by.”
“Ah hell,” Pete growled getting up and stalking
to the window. And there we sat, me staring blankly
at a typewriter, Pete staring blankly out the window,

and Sam staring blankly at his drawing board, when
this little guy walks into the office.
Right away, that is as soon as I became aware of
him; I knew I was going to like this guy. He just stood
inside the doorway and didn’t say a word, but in sec-

onds we all turned to him. I mean, our office was sa

everything imaginable moved.

“Yes,” he said, and proceeded to draw a large
folder from a briefcase.
Well let me tell you, I read his stuff and used almost all of it in that first issue. Adolph not only wrote
almost the entirety of our first issue that year, he helped
me with my editorial, helped Sam with his cartoons

and went out for beer. We sat around that evening
and became acquainted.
The year began to take its usual shape, classes,

damn small if a piece of paper blew out the window

parties, dances and deadlines. Adolph turned out to be

we know it by the change in air pressure. So now the
three of us were staring at the stranger.

pretty good satire, but had to bow to this little man.

“Can I do something for you?” I asked.
“Well, I just came from the Organizational Orientation Assembly in the Gymnasium,” he started.

“And I didn’t see a booth for the Humor magazine, but
I saw your sign that said, ‘Anyone stupid enough to
want to work for the Pendulum come to Room 347 in
the Activities Building.’ So here I am and I’m Adoplh
Jones.”
“Yeah, got any reference material?” I had to say
something formal. I mean I liked the guy, but you
know how it is with Freshmen, they liked to be impressed.
26

the funniest writer on our staff. I had thought I wrote
Oh yes, the year as I said began to shape up as usual,

Boris Grabbabuck again started his campaign against
us.
Boris was the head of Travesty’s Building and
Grounds Department. Of course this wasn’t his real
name, but it will do. His campaign consisted of throwing us out of the Ac Building when we tried to work at
night, ticketing us when we parked behind the Ac
Building, billing us for damages incurred on our office
(I once paid a dollar for thumbtacking a note to Sam
on the door), making sure the Fire Marshal locked us

up at least once a month, and having the campus police

for lack of adjectives.
“So that’s Boris.” Adolph was calmly leaning back
in his chair.

“Yeah,” I said, heading for my typewriter to dash
off a nasty little something or other.
“Going to write a something or other about him?”

“You're damn right I am.”
“I got a better idea.”
I halted in mid-peck and turned to him. “Tell

me.” I'll tell you, I'd learned that when Adolph had an
idea he hadadilly.

MACHINE

“Is there a large room where we can still get
into?”

“Yeah, I got a key to the Theatre Group’s rooms.”
“Can you get me some doctor’s smocks?”
“Yeah, I'll raid the supply room some night.”
“You do have access to the supply room?”

“Keep it quiet, but how do you think Joe Carretti
could afford to go to a bigger school?”
“Uh-huh, good. Now to get to work.”
I had enough of Adolph’s stories and such for several editions, so I had Sam draw me a bunch of cartoons,
sent Pete out gathering material and in general had the
next couple of editions prepared ahead of time. We

Nate Bucknell

were ready to embark on the construction of the great
machine.
Our first move was to obtain materials. We met

behind the dorm on a dark night and moved out to visit
watch us as though we were a Communist cell.
In return, we attacked him in print, devised ways
to avert his little niceities, put sugar in the cops gas
tanks, diversionary actions at the most. But this year

he reckoned wrong when he began his campaign.
Adolph and I were sitting in the office putting the
finishing touches on alittle contest we had dreamed
up, when Boris walks in and begins to change the lock
on our door.
“Hey, what’s this?” I asked.

the supply room. Travesty was built over one of the
longest tunnels ever constructed as part of the Civil

War underground railway. This of course helped the
planners to no end. Instead of having to dig tunnels for
the steam pipes from the power house to the various

buildings, they utilized the tunnel. This also explains
why the older buildings are built on either side of Victory Walk, meaning very obscure, and the reason Victory Walk is always clear of snow in the winter, when

the rest of the campus is blanketed.
Getting into the powerhouse was simple and so

“Changing the lock,” he answered.
“No foolin’. But I didn’t ask for a new lock.”

was the rest of the excursion. We returned grubby, but
loaded with various items for which I could see no use.

“I know. You’re getting one though.”

We hid the stuff in the Theatre Room and went back
to the dorm for the night.
Several weeks later the creation Adolph had envisioned was beginning to take shape. What it was I
couldn’t tell. And, for that matter, neither could Pete

“Why?”
“Because I’m putting one on.”
Now this line of questioning could have gone
round in circles ad infinitum, so I calmly asked for the
new key.
“Not getting one! How do you expect me to put

or Sam. But we put our full trust in Adolph. We could
be seen scurrying around campus at all hours, dressed
very officially in the white smocks, picking up bits,

out a magazine if I can’t get in my office?”
“Come see me or one of the officers and we'll let

scraps, and whatever we could carry off.
We were beginning to worry, however, when

“You aren't getting one.”

you in.” And he was gone.
“Why that miserable, wretched, . . . ,” I stopped

Boris showed no interest in our work. Then it happened. We came to work one morning and found that
—

someone had been there during the night. We said
nothing. That afternoon I encountered Boris on one

of my trips.
“What's that thing you’re building over there?”
Ah, I thought, he’s biting. Looking around, nerv-

they wouldn’t let us near it. The Theatre Group had to
put off the planned rehearsal for their next show, to the
relief of the student body. The machine was guarded
night and day. They even caught Russian spies attempting to sneak in to see it.

ously, I whispered to him, “Shhhh. I can’t tell you be-

All during this time Boris was having a ball. His

cause it’s a secret project.” I didn’t lie, but I think I
ought to tell you that the school was doing research

little army of four cops gave out more tickets than the
whole metropolitan police force in the course of a

work for the government in an effort to obtain funds
for the impossible and implausible task of beautifying

crime wave. Then it happened.

the campus.
And so saying, I breezed off.

us, announcement that the machine did . . . nothing.
We were released, the FBI and AEC tramped off
campus after a heated discussion with the president of
the college, and Boris was summoned to the president’s

That night Adolph had me out stealing beer signs
and an old typewriter. The next day the president of
the university came over, but we had the door locked
and this time we changed the locks.

Finally Adolph announced that the machine was
finished.
“Yeah, but what’s the damn thing do?” Pete asked.
“Nothing,” was Adolph’s answer.
“Nothing!” Pete, Sam and I chorused.
“Absolutely nothing.”
“Watch,” Adolph said and pushed a button.
Lights came on, flashed, a clicking sound was heard,

something whirred, and a great humming filled the air.
The huge machine sitting in the middle of the room
looked not only impressive, but terrifying. Huge cables
ran into the walls, gyros turned, everything imaginable
moved, but nothing happened. Nothing that is except
the sudden splintering, in-crash, of our door. And
through the door, stepping on the huge bulk of the cop
laying on the door in their hurry, came the president,

vice-president, Boris, the mayor, chief of police, president of the Junior Chamber of Commerce, and the
president of the Women’s Christian Temperance
Union.
We were seized of course and questioned. How
the local authorities found out we'll never know, but

Adolph just smiled and kept saying, “Honest, the ma-

chine does nothing.”
Well, Adolph may have been confident, but I
wasn’t. Groups from the town were marching on the

campus with signs like, “Protect Our Children From
Radiation,” “Ban the Machine,’ “Down With the
Atom,” and others of a similar nature. What had we
gotten into?
Then two teams of professional men showed up,

one from the FBI and another from the Atomic Energy
Commission. And we were again questioned. We said

we'd show them that the machine did nothing, but
28

The scientists made the startling, though not to

office where he remained for a long time, coming out

looking rather sheepish. And so ended the Great Machine episode.
Well, not really ended. The next day, as we returned to the task of putting out a magazine, and after
climbing two flights of stairs only to remember we had
to see Boris to get in, and trying the old key to find it
worked, we got a hunch. When we found our office
scrubbed and clean we thought we had the answer as
to who called the local authorities or why they were

called.
Later that day Boris came up.
“How’s the magazine coming boys?” in a forced
cheerful tone.
“Fine, Boris, fine.”

“Good. How’s the office?”
“Beautiful. Though we could usea little more
room.”
“Heh, heh, heh, I think I can manage that, heh,
heh, heh.”

“Hey, Boris, did you report our machine?”
“No, boys, no, no. I mean why report a machine
that does nothing?”
“Oh we thought we'd congratulate the one that
did. I mean, how did he know it did nothing?”

“You really think he did right?”
“Sure thing.”

“Well, I've got to go check the fine receipts. I'll
see to a new room for you. And boys, no more machines. Please?”

Of course we all had a good laugh at that. We
don’t know that he actually turned us in, but . . . And

like Adolph showed me in a book of poetry by some
guy named McCollum, “the fooling of a fool, is the
telling at long last, that he is not a fool.”
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illustrated by Bill Bohne

LINES FOR 10th MONTH

October moon in gown gold-spun
Fills darksome night like morning sun.
And West Wind harsh in its embrace
Lays hard cool fingers on my face.
I see my garden lying there

Alone and still in cold night air,
For all the little birds and things
Have fled far south on frightened wings.
And on the vines like travelers lost

I see the footsteps of the Frost.
Pile high the logs; let fires burn bright
For Autumn’s coming in tonight!

Anita Amato
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THE trouble with most of us
is that we would rather be
ruined by praise than saved
by criticism.
—Norman Vincent Peale,
quoted by Bennett Cerf

EXPONENT

